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Francis Herries, as he never thought of himself,
never thought of his smile either.

*  I know/   Her eyes devoured him.   * I don't
care as long as you've come/

* What   have   you    done,   you  little   devil?
Why can't you be good? '

*  I  can't be good/  she answered defiantly,

* because my father married a gipsy*    And I'm
happy he did/ she added.

This was an old familiar statement of hers.
She was always dragging in the gipsy. It seemed
to Francis to be in bad taste, so he said again:

* What have you done this time? *

* I went in to see Mrs. Monnasett/

The thought and image of death, so familiar
as to be less than nothing at all to the men and
women of his time, always affected Francis Her*
ries with a queer tremor of mystery and horror.
It seemed to him revolting that this child should
have been in Mrs, Monnasett's room.

* Why niust you do that?' he asked.

4 To see if she had her little gold box/
' What box?'

* A box of spells that she had/

He said nothing and turned to the door.
With a little tremor in her voice she said:

* Please punish me/

He turned back,    * Punish you? *
She broke out passionately, an unusual passion
for so young a child*

* I didn't know that it was wrong, but if you
had told me not I would never have gone.  Punish
me and you will see,    I will do anything you